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of him. But Mary Anne could not continue besicie him in a
very long stay. She always wanted him because of their thirty-
three years together, but no other woman would be likely to
want an old man of sixty-eight, and to a completely unwanted
old man life can seem very weary.

The solemn horses trotted on. Presently they found them-
selves back at Grosvenor Gate. Mary Anne went to bed and
Disraeli bade her good night with a heavy heart, but in the
amazing manner of invalids she made, in the days that followed,
most heartening progress. The improvement brought Disraeli im-
mense happiness. With some of the old optimism which distin-
guished his youth, he persuaded himself that it Would be permanent.

Perhaps Mary Anne thought so too, or perhaps in a final
effort she was gathering her remaining strength so that she might
return home to die.

She said she felt much better and stronger and would like to
go down to Hughenden.

There was the pleasant house with its two bays, and there
were the Florentine vases with which she had adorned the
terrace, and the steps leading down from the terrace to the lawn*
Her pony carriage awaited her pleasure, and the peacocks still
strutted on the terrace, and the horses she loved pricked their ears
expectantly in the stables waiting for her to come to them as of old.

Mary Anne was back at Hughenden, the home she loved, and
at Hughenden even cancer did not seem quite so bad.

She had put all her heart and soul into making Hughenden a
fitting home for her dear Dizzy. She remembered so well those
exhausting days of moving furniture and books from Bradenham
after Isaac died. No one, surely, had ever seen such an incredible
number of books. The friendliness of the house and gardens
and woods seemed to put its arms round her and tell her that
Hughenden loved her and would take care of her and save her
from the dreadful prospect of death,

Dizzy, she knew, felt similarly happy. He delighted in
Hughenden equally with her, though not perhaps with quite the
same understanding because much of Hughenden resulted from
her careful planning and her skill in tree-planting. Not only
was she a wonderful housekeeper but a born landscape gardener.
It had given her such pleasure to improve Hughenden for Dizzy.

Now, with new-found vitality derived from the sparkling
Buckinghamshire air, she could manage to ^ accompany him
about the place in her little pony carriage. His pride of posses-
sion never diminished. He revelled in walking through t&